End long, long before Mr Wilcox knew it. I was born there.*
The conversation again shifted. At the time it seemed little
more than aimless chatter. She was interested when her
hostess explained that Howards End was her own property.
She was bored when too minute an account was given of the
Fussell family, of the anxieties of Charles concerning Naples,
of the movements of Mr Wilcox and Evie, who were motor-
ing in Yorkshire. Margaret could not bear being bored.
She grew inattentive, played with the photograph frame,
dropped it, smashed Dolly's glass, apologized, was par-
doned, cut her finger thereon, was pitied, and finally said
she must be going - there was all the housekeeping to do,
and she had to interview Tibby's riding-master.
Then the curious note was struck again.
8 Good-bye, Miss Schlegel, good-bye. Thank you for
coming. You have cheered me up.'
'I'm so glad!'
'I - I wonder whether you ever think about yourself?9
61 think of nothing else,' said Margaret, blushing, but
letting her hand remain in that of the invalid.
c I wonder. I wondered at Heidelberg,'
'/'msure!'
* I almost think - *
*Yes?9 asked Margaret, for there was a long pause - a
pause that was somehow akin, to tl^e flicker of the fire, the
quiver of the reading-lamp upon their hands, the white i>lur
from the window; a pause of shifting and eternal shadows.
*I almost think you forget you're a girl/
Margaret was startled and a little annoyed. 'I'm twenty-
nine,* she remarked. "That is not so wildly girlish.9
Mrs Wilcox smiled.
*What makes you say that? Do you mean that I have
been gauche and rude ? *
A shake of the head. *I only meant that I am fifty-one,
and that to me, both of you - Read it all in some book or
other; I cannot put things clearly/                >
e Oh, I've got it - inexperience. Tm no better than Helen,
you mean, and yet I presume to advise her/
c Yes. You have got it. Inexperience is the word**
'**